Vas in it and carefully extracted two. "Fm a bit hard
up to-night/' he explained. Since then he has given
rn# an automatic thirty shillings.
Bilkers I don't meet more than once or twice a
year. There was one six months ago who asked to stay
the night because he had a train to catch and slipped
out in the morning while I was still sleeping. There
was another a fortnight before who gave me a worth-
less cheque. I ought to have suspected him. He
spoke in a public school accent with a thin twang. He
wore a loud grey overcoat with a wasp waist and a belt.
He stood before the fireplace jingling his change
aggressively in his pockets, *Tm sorry, I haven't got
a single note on me/' he said when it was done. *T11
have to give you a cheque." He wrote one for two
pounds, hesitated over it, tore it up and scribbled one
for three instead. "After all, I don't want to do woman
down/* he declared. "You understand. Here's my
driving licence, if it 11 make you feel safer about it.**
I didn't take it: it didn't seem worth while. As he ex-
tracted it, the corner of at least one pound note peeped
out from his wallet- "To give a woman like you even a
fiver is a crime," he said as he opened the door* "You're
worth fifty quid.** The cheque came back three days
later.
I had a sadist last Wednesday, a Bkmingham busi-
ness man I met in pouring rain under the Rite arcade.
He wore a watch-chain and had a heavy signet ring 00
hi$ finger: his voice sounded as if it were patterned on
his hardware. Bluff was a word that might have been
made to describe him. Back in my flat he began to
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